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" Now, Miss Collins, you don't mind, do you ! You'll
find everything in there. It's really nothing. I shall want
you lying on your face just here with your elbows on the
ground and your head up and a little turned this way;
your hair as loose as it can be, and your eyes looking at this
bone. You must imagine that it's a faun or some other bit
of all right. The dog'll help you when he settles down to it.
F-a-u-n, you know, not f-a-w-n."
" Yes," said Victorine faintly.
" Have another little tot ? "
" Oh ! please."
He brought it.
61 I quite understand ; but you know, really, it's absurd.
You wouldn't mind with a doctor. That's right. Look
here, I'll put this little cow-bell on the ground. When
you're in position, give it a tinkle, and PH come out. That'll
help you."
Victorine murmured :
" You are kind."
" Not at all—it's natural. Now will you start in ? The
light won't last for ever. Fifteen bob a day, we said."
Victorine saw him slide away behind a screen, and looked
at the little cow-bell. Fifteen bob ! And fifteen bob !
And fifteen bob ! Many, many fifteen bobs before	! But
not more times of sitting than of Tony's standing from foot
to foot, offering balloons. And as if wound up by that
thought, she moved like clockwork off the dais, into the
model's room. Cosy in there, too ; warm, a green silk gar-
ment thrown on a chair. She took off her dress. The
beauty of the pink stays struck her afresh. Perhaps the
gentleman would like—no, that would be even worse	!
A noise reached her—from Ting-a-ling complaining of
solitude. If she delayed, she never would	! Stripping
hastily, she stood looking at herself in a glass. If only that

